SAKIS 


WE'RE SAKIS. WE RIDE KAWASAKIS SO DON'T MIX US UP WITH HARLEY 


VIOLENT ASSHOLES. 


ANYWAY WE'RE AT HOME DEPOT AND PEWEE GETS CUT OFF AT THE 


REGISTER BY THIS OLD JERK WITH WALLBOARD. OUR COMMANDER PEPPER 


STUTZMAN SIGNALS HIM TO COOL IT BY TAPPING HIS OWN HEAD BUT 


PEWEE CANT AND HE FINALLY ROLLS HIS WRIST SO HIS THUMB GOES DOWN 


REAL SLOW. OUR ONLY SIGN CANT BE ARGUED. 


STUTZ LEAVES THE LINE AND COMES BACK WITH A 2X4. GREEN GOT WHIP 


HE WHISPERS AND ADDS IT TO THE PAINT WERE BUYING TO WORK ON THE 


CLUBHOUSE. 


WE'RE ALL NERVOUS BY THE TIME WE CHECK OUT BUT STUTZ IS 


LAUGHING. THE OLD DUDE IS TRYING TO TIE DOWN THE WALLBOARD ON 


HIS TIN CAN SUBARU WHEN STUTZ WHISTLES AND HE TURNS AROUND TO 


SEE THAT FUCKIN 2X4 DROPPING IN ON HIS MELON HEAD. HIS EYES 


ROLL UP WHITE AND HE GOES DOWN. SAKIS GET RESPECT! WE SCREAM AS 


WE STOMP HIM BUT HE DOESN'T HEAR. 


BACK AT THE CLUBHOUSE WE ALL GET A PINT OF WHITE LIGHTNING FROM 


THE COMMANDER. PEEWEE SHRIEKS THAT FUCKER HAD WHITE EYES! AND 


I TRY TO.SAY 3 ass. ANYWAY WHAT I REALLY SAID WAS MAYBE THE OLD 


ASSHOLE LESSONED HIS LEARN. NOBODY CAN STOP LAUGHING AFTER 


THAT. 


